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MY LITTLE WORKMAN 
KILTON & 
? I have a little workman kind; * 
ee He has two names, the soul and mind. P 
He lives right in me, don’t you see! . 


And builds as busy as can be. 

His tools are thoughts; with thoughts ‘tis true 

He makes my acts—each thing I do. 
Tinkery, tinkery, tock! 


Foc 


Now right thoughts build the things I like 
And wrong thoughts all that I dislike. 


é I don’t want pain, so think of health; 

& When things I want, I think of wealth. 

oa My lessons march in earnest drill 

ks To steady tune, “I can, and will!” x 


Tinkery, tinkery, tock! 


My happy thoughts bring friends and fun; 
; With thoughts of strength I jump and run. 4 
r With jolly thoughts I whistle, sing; * 
Bright times and laughing jokes they bring. : 
Our workman, Mind, indoors and out, 
Must build just what we think about. 
Tinkery, tinkery, tock! 
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A BOOSTER INVITATION 


Marcaret B. ALLEN 


Three wise monkeys i in a tree— 

The first said, “I no evil see, 

I see but good; will you be like me 

And come and boost for Wisdom, Wee?” 


The second little monkey, swinging free, 
Said, “I hear no evil, and would you be 

A true little soldier just filled with glee? 
Why, come and boost for Wisdom, Wee.” 
The third little monkey will ever be 

A symbol of true fidelity, 


For “I speak no evil” is love’s own key 


For those who boost for Wisdom, Wee. 


WEE WISDOM’S NEW YEAR WORD TO 
HER WEES 


EAR Wisdoms, great and small, I send you 
New Year’s greeting! 

I want to tell you how glad I am to be in- 
vited to so many, many homes, a great number 
of which I am entering for the very first time. [ 
come to be of service to you, all through this 
splendid year, and please do not treat me as 

*‘just a visitor.’ 

What I would gladly do for every home I enter, — 
be to help open wide all the closed doors that shut from 
sight the things that make for its joys and blessings. These 
doors are not set in the walls of the house. Oh, no! they 
are too wonderful for that. 

Can you guess that I mean the thought-doors of the 


| 
| 
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Mind? Well, that’s just what I do mean. We are finding 
out it is through these thought-doors that we let into our 
world all that we see in the outer. Solomon must have 
found this out too, for he said, ‘““As a man thinketh in his 
heart [mind] so is he.” 

So, my little Thinkers, it is to help you operate these 
wonderful doors that I am here. Some of these should al- 
ways be kept tight shut, for they let in such hordes of dis- 
cord and disease and all kinds of unhappy conditions that 
are not wanted in our life and home. But oh, these other 
doors that turn on the golden hinges of silence, they open 
into the Great Mind of Health, Harmony and Abundance. 
These are the doors of the Christ-Thought. Swing them 
wide and there will be health and joy a-plenty in your life 
and home. 


JACK’S LAMP 


Marcaret B. ALLEN 


i ACK sighed rapturously. It had been a won- 
derful story. Of course he had heard it be- 
fore, but Jack always found something new 
and startling each time that his ‘Story Lady” 
managed to tell him “‘Aladdin’s Lamp.” My, 
if he only had that lamp! Why, he'd just— 


just 
“Well, Jackie boy, did you like it>”’ 

“Like it? You just bet I did, but say,” wistfully, 
““wouldn’t it be great if a fellow could have a lamp like 
that now 2” 

“Why, Jack dear, he can if he wants it, really wants 
it I mean; now what would you do first thing if you had 
one?” 

“Why, the very first thing would be, I would wish to 
get well, and go out and play like the other boys do. 
Bobby Reems was telling me about a football game the other 
day, and gee, if I could play that I would be in heaven. 
And then I would wish mamma into a wonderful palace 
where she would never have to’ work any more, and then 
I'd wish—” 

“But Jack, didn’t I tell you that you could have that 
lamp if you wanted it?” 
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Jack stared incredulously. “‘Oh, no, you can’t,” he 
replied; “that’s only a fairy story.” 

“Yes, dear; it is a fairy story; and there are just as 
many dear fairies now as there were when this story was 
written, and they will do just as much for you as they ever 
did for Aladdin, if you will give them a chance.” 

“‘Where are they>”” Jack asked breathlessly. 

“They are everywhere, dear, and we call them “Good 
Thoughts.” Now, if you set these little fairies to work, 
you will find exactly what you want. And they will bring 
you a wonderful lamp and it’s name is Jruth. After you 
have come to understand just how to use your lamp, why, 
behold, any thing you desire is yours.” : 

“A bicycle, and roller skates, and a drum and, 


and 


““Yes, dear; every one of them.” 

But the joy of anticipation went out of Jack’s face, for 
what earthly use could he make of a bicycle or roller skates, 
or any of these things that well little boys had. 

“It isn’t any use; I couldn’t play anyway.” 

“Not even if the Lamp gave you everything you 
wanted >” 

“Well, it couldn’t make me well; nothing o: no one 
can ever do that.” 

yes, Jack? One can. “With God all things 
are possible.’ 

“*Now there you go,” Jack said, with an injured air. 
“There vou go with church talk.” 

“Oh no, Jack—” 

““Oh yes, you can’t fool me; all the missionary circlers 
talk that. And,” belligerently, “I won’t have it. Old Mrs. 
Reems said the other day, ‘Poor boy; just remember, God 
loves those whom he chastises.’ Well, all I have to say is, 
I don’t love Him; that’s flat.” 

““No, dear; I would not like that kind of a god either. 
But my kind is so different. He never chastises anyone, 
and he loves everyone, everywhere, all the time.” 

“*You’re sure,” suspiciously, “‘that it isn’t church?” 

“Perfectly sure, dear; will you try to understand?” 

“And I'll get to walk >”’ 

“Yes, yes, yes; everything, I said, Jack, everything.” 

Jack lay very still for a long while. Then slowly a 
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wonderful smile shone on his little face. ‘“*All right; you 
just bring Him round and introduce him; I am strong for 
him, all right.” And Jack’s radiant smile grew brighter, 
for was he not looking at the glorious promise of a New 


Dawn? 
THE LEGEND OF THE SUNFLOWER 


Dorotuy Hatcu 


LONG, long time ago there lived in the beau- 
tiful country of Greece, a race of people whose 
ideal was to make of themselves and all their 
thoughts of love, wisdom and life a beautiful 
human image. So that to them, our idea of 
One God was separated into many ideas of 
different men and women, called gods and god- 
desses, who were larger, grander, more beau- 
tiful and powerful than themselves, but very much what they 
would have liked to be. 

In all the beautiful stories they have left for us to 
read are these gods and goddesses, the embodiment of their 
ideals, to be found. By just quietly thinking about the 
desire for perfection that lies back of every so-called 
myth or fairy-tale, we can find a great inner meaning 
that may help us to show forth our own ideas of what we 
wish to be, in some nobler form of ourselves. 

One of the stories which these people told and loved, is 
of Clytie, the beautiful girl who so loved the sun-god, 
Apollo, that she stood all day with her face turned to the 
sky that she might see him as he drove his splendid, golden 
sun-chariot through the heavens, giving light and warmth 
to all the earth. So long she stood and so steadfast and 
true was her devotion to her ideal, that she was gradually 
turned into the beautiful sunflower, the bright petals 
for her yellow hair, the long stalk to represent her green 
dress. Through her love for the bright, beautiful sun-god 
she became immortal, and is even today with us, always 
turning her face to the sun. 

Everyone can see the wonderful lesson that we can 
find in this little story; how by ever loving and following 
the highest Light of Truth within us, we too may be trans- 
formed into an ever-living, beautiful form of God's love, 
a joy to all people. 
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SIR SMILE-UPS MADE KING 


Winks 
Sir Smile-Ups met the Goo-Goo Bird, it up and gave a song, 
And Smile-Ups said it made him think of days that were 


too long, 

The Goo-Goo Bird sat on its tree, the Boo-Bang Fly flew 
out, 

When pretty soon the Slipper Snail came crawling there 
about. 

Then Smile-Ups smiled unto himself, and said, ‘““What will 
they do?” 

But pretty soon the Wing-Wang Owl began to laugh, 
**Who-hoo!”’ 

Then all at once the woods were filled with creatures great 
and small, 


They cried, ‘Sir Smile-Ups is about; he is the best of all. 


\ 


Let’s crown him King of Wiles and Smiles, and make him 
known of men, 

Let’s give him fairies under him, and let them number ten. 

Come Cheer-Ups, serve Sir Smile-Ups and follow him about, 

Come Happy-Hearts, stay with him, and ever help him out. 

Come Chirks and Cheers, and Without-Tears, attend him 
everywhere; 

Come Hi-Ti-Tites, dear Hi-Ti-Tites, his treasures you may 


bear. 

And Witty-Blinks, and Tiddle de Winks, pray write his 
words out plain, 

And Merry-Ups and Chirk-a-Nups, do spread his smiles 
amain. 

Then let the ten forever stay with Smile-Ups on the earth, 

And so =~ Grouches there, and bring sweet Smiles 
to birth.” 


Yf 
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Wee Lily and George, as bride and groom in the make-believe wedding 
of Tom Thumb 
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WEE WISDOM 


CLUB 


ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Objeci—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 
world. 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month 
before the date of issue. 


71 EE WISDOM is now entering on a new year 
of prosperity and life. She has grown faster 
in the last few months than ever before! This 
is the result of the good work the Boosters 
have been doing. If the boosting keeps up, 
she will be able to grow and have more 
stories and pictures. 

Did you ever stop to think what the New 
Year means? It is the birth of another twelve-month which 
you can make bright and sunshiny just by your own 
good thoughts and acts. Every Booster knows just how 
valuable is each day for doing something good. 

How many people did you help this Christmas? 
Every place I turned, I found that there was need for a 
smile and a bright word. I did not have to go down into 
the slums and seek out those who asked to be helped to 
find those to whom I could give joy. There was Willie 
Smith, whose stockings are so full of holes that he looks 
speckled all over ‘the legs. I gave him a nice, warm pair 
of woolen stockings. I put them in a pretty box and wrote a 
little love note to go with them, so that Willie would know 
that I did not send them because | just “felt sorry,’ but 
—— I loved him and wished to share my happiness with 

im. 


Little Susie Sanson’s hair was not topped with a pretty 
hair ribbon like the rest of the girls in our room at school, 
so I bought a pretty red silk ribbon and cut it, just so, and 
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packed it in a dainty box and told Susie to wear it, “because 
it made me happy.”” And I took Susie’s mamma a basket 
of good things to eat, but I did not say that I ever dreamed 
that they did not have plenty. I just brought it in and 
asked her if she would like to try mother’s preserves and 
fresh bread. Of course she was delighted to do it, and I 
invited her over so mother could tell her how she made the 
preserves and the bread. 

My, but Susie did look sweet in her new hair ribbon, 
and Willie was just as proud of his nice, warm stockings. 
And I was happier than if I had all the dolls and things in 
the world, because I had done something that made someone 
happy, and I had done it for people who really needed 
things, and I had done it without making Willie and Susie 
feel like I was just “‘sorry for them.” 

Now, dears, whenever you give, give because you love 
to give. A true Booster gives with all the love and happi- 
ness that grows in a Booster’s heart. Whenever a Booster 
does anything, he does it because he loves to do it, and not 
because he feels that he is compelled to do it. 

Now, this New Year, let’s resolve to hold fast to the 
advice of the three wise monkeys—I see no evil, I hear no 
evil, I speak no evil. Write and tell me how you get along 
this month in your efforts to hold fast to these naw. 

OYAL. 


If we had a prize for promptness, Ernest would be the 
winner. His reports are always first-class, too. As our 
New Year table is already overloaded with good things, 
we must omit his “Pi.”” The Word of Health rightly 
spoken will as surely turn on the current of healing life as 
the electric button, when touched, will fill the room with 
light. There’s wonderful truths for us to know. 


West Branch, Mich. 

Dear Mr. Royal—Our last meeting was a small one because 
part of the club had to be in a practice for something for Christmas, 
but the rest of us enjoyed Mrs. Hardy's fine lesson on “Sea Flowers,” 
and we wish we could see some of them for ourselves. When we had 
the review lesson on fruits, mother had us make a tree and put all the 
names of the fruits we could think of, on the tree, and then she had us 
make a heart and write the names of the fruits of the Spirit in it, and 
some of us had quite a long list, but Glenn Turner had the longest list 
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of tree fruits. I wish you could see Mamie. Mother calls her 
“Flutter Budget,” because she seems to flutter and twinkle all the time. 
We had a fine time Thanksgiving, for part of the club were with us 
for dinner and the rest could have been if they had not had to go to 
the country. We had a good dinner and a fine time after dinner with 
games. Louise Turner took up some wild violets a while ago and 
now they are full of yellow blossoms. It seems funny when the 
ground is covered with snow, to have wild flowers in bloom. I will 
send you the answer to the “Pi Puzzle” so you can put it in the next 
Wee Wispom. Louise told the club about speaking the healing Word 
for herself, and said she got better right away; it’s the first time she 
ever tried it and she seemed kind of surprised to think it worked so 
quick; but we are awful glad about it, for we speak the healing Word 
every day and know how quick it works. 
I. H. S. CLus, Ernest P. Baltzell, Sec. 
P. S.—Isn’t WEE Wispom nice and fat this month ?—Ernest. 


Sir Tammie doesn’t propose to let his correspondence 
drop. Wasn’t that a cute little trick of his to make Aunt 
Mary remember to write his letter? What fine times they 
must have at “The Cattery!’’ If all our little furry brothers 
and sisters found as good friends as Sir Tammy has, there'd 
be happy times throughout the creature-world. We are so 
glad about “‘Nig’s’’ demonstration, and we'll boost for kind- 
ness and mercy to be shown all living creatures. 


The Rosemary Cattery. 

Dear Wee Wispom—lIt is some days since | reminded Aunt 
Mary that it was time to write. I reminded her by picking up the ink 
well in my teeth, right by the cork, and Aunt Mary said it was a 
wonder the cork did not fall out and spjll the ink, but 1 would not 
let it do that. They seemed to think it funny, but they knew what 
I meant, for Aunt Helen said, “Tammie wants to write his letter.” 
“Believe me,” this is a true story. 

Now I must tell you about Nigger. Nigger was a common black 
cat without any pedigree, but a mighty nice fellow, any way. The 
people next door got him, but I guess they never saw a cat before. 
Any way, in a few days we were all praying hard for Nig. Yes, 
all of us in the Rosemary Cattery, even Betty who did not seem to 
like the sight of him. Nigger used to come over here to be stroked 
and he was not a bit afraid of our folks, but, oh my! he told Aunt 
Helen and Aunt Mary that he was having a mighty hard time, and 
he was afraid to go in the house for fear the old grandma would fling 
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a paper in his face, and someone would say “Scat” so often he went 
without his supper. One night he stayed out all night and it rained 
and blew, so Aunt Mary spoke to his mistress as gently as she could 
about how a cat could not live out in the cold and wet and be happy, 
but his mistress said, “Oh, he’s so wild I can’t get near him, and he 
runs.” Well, Nig’ didn’t run from our two aunts. He used to get 
under their feet so that they would beg him to go home, and how he 
would sing, and they did not feed him either. Nigger told us he had 
lost a mighty fine home, where his mistress kissed him and loved him 
and gave him a nice rug to sleep on, and all the food he wanted, so 
we felt sorry and everyone held the thought, “Nigger has a happy 
home. God takes care of Nigger and he cannot suffer any more.” 
Nigger daily sat on our fence and looked over into our yard and 
recounted his woes until it seemed as if we could not bear it, and the 
aunts felt a good deal about Nig and how they could induce the 
people to treat him right. Then at last our words all came to pass, 
and we were a mighty happy Cattery. One day a real sweet lady 
came to call on Nig’s mistress, and the first thing we saw was this 
lady grabbing Nig up in her arms and hugging him and calling him 
her “dear old darling,” and “how she had missed him,” etc. We 
have not Seen Nig since, so we know that must have been his former 
mistress who was always so good to him, and we know she was glad 
to take him back home with her, “never to part,” as the story books 
say. So that is our demonstration of Truth, we Boosters of The 
Rosemary. 

Merry Christmas and happy New Year. The next thing is | am 
going to the Los Angeles Cat Show. I'll tell you if I get a prize. 
But my brother Jean is going to show himself at the Pet Stock Show 
here in Glendale. So is Paul Laurence Dunbar and Polly Tum Tums. 
Farewell all. ; Sir Tammie II or Orance. 

Per his Secretary, Mary B. de Witt. 


Wee George Paulus has come to tell us about an 
entertainment in which he figured as a Tom Thumb bride- 
groom. It was a very interesting affair and there were a 
lot of wee folks in the wedding party. He and his bride 
- making us a New Year call. They have our congratu- 
ations. 


: Grand Rapids, Wis. 
I had such a good time at my wedding that I'd like to tell the 
Boosters about it. 
There is a company in Kansas City that sends ladies to see that 
everything is done properly and in order at such weddings, so Miss 
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Robertson came to help us. She had a place for everybody and 
taught some litile ushers to escort the guests to their places to the 
music of the Lohengrin Bridal Procession. Grandfather and Grand- 
mother Midget and Grandfather and Grandmother Thumb each sang 
a song, and there were several other nice songs. One was very funny, 
sung by three old maids, cousins of the bride, who wanted everyone 
to know that they were unmarried because of inclination and not from 
ne-ces-si-ty. All the while they were singing, Lily sat with her nose 
stuck up as if she thought it all nonsense. 

Lily and I, the bridesmaids, groomsmen and flower girls stood 
under a big white wedding bell, and the ceremony was per- 
formed by a benevolent looking gentleman, no bigger than myself, who 
asked some question I had never thought of before, such as if I'd give 
Lily a penny a week for spending money and not complain if the 
cooking didn’t please me. Lily was asked some questions equally 
important for our future happiness, and then I was allowed to kiss the 
bride. Miss Robertson had said I should kiss the bride once, but I 
found a chance to get an extra kiss. 

We were served big dishes of ice cream. There were a lot of 
people who came to see the wedding, but as there were sixly of us, we 
couldn't serve them all, but they looked happy and as though they 
enjoyed seeing us eat. Then we all stood up and sang: 

“I'd like to live in Loveland 
Where the roses bloom; 

I'd like to live in Loveland 
With a girl or boy like you.” 

We had some pictures taken and I am showing one to you to see 
if you, too, think Lily is sweet. 

I hope every Booster will have as nice a wedding as | had. 

Tom THums. 


We are glad of a report once more from our St. Louis 
Boosters. They’ve not been idle in the meantime, as this 
letter shows. Well, the more we boost the Good, the more 
the Good boosts us. Nothing succeeds like putting in our 
best licks for all that is Good and True. 


St. Louis, Mo. 
Dear Boosters—Two months have passed since my last chat with 
our Boosters, and during this time our club has made wonderful 
progress. We have had two fine meetings, and at the last one we 
admitted eight new members. Just think of it! Why, if we keep 
growing like this we will be outgrowing our quarters, but by that time, 
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good old summer will be here again, and then we can hold our meet- 
ings underneath one of the big shade trees in the park. The little talks 
which our president, Mr. Scholl, gives us at each meeting are just 
splendid and are enjoyed by all. They are not only interesting but 
are a wonderful help to us in accomplishing our object, which every 
Booster already knows. 

At our last meeting we elected Homer Schroeder as our corres- 
ponding secretary. Homer is a real true Booster and we are sure we 
could not have chosen a more faithful member for this office. 

On the 29th of December we are arranging to have a little party. 
Invitations have been extended to every Booster and also to the mother 
of every Booster. We want to get our mothers interested and let them 
see the work we are doing, because we know they will prove a great 
help to us in becoming great and happy Boosters. We are anticipating 
a jolly good time, and in my next letter I will tell you all about it. 
We wish you all a merry Christmas and a happy New Year. 

TrutH Seekers Booster Cius, Elsie Witte, Sec. 


BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 2, JANUARY 9 
THE COMING OF THE HOLY SPIRIT—Acts 2:1-13. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Know ve not that ye are the temple 
of God, and that the Spirit of God dwelleth in you2—I 
Cor. 3:16. 


Today’s lesson is a story of how the disciples were 
filled with the Holy Spirit. The people were astonished be- 
cause the disciples who were from Galilee spoke not their 
own language but the language of the Medes, the Parthians 
and many others. They spoke in all these tongues, so that 
all people might understand about the wonderful works of 
God. Some of the people accused them of having taken 
too much wine because they were so exhilarated. The truth 
was this: They had realized that the same Spirit which was 
in Jesus was in them. Also, that this Christ Spirit was all- 
knowing. It was not so wonderful after all that they could 
speak strange tongues. They had made their connection 
with the Source of all wisdom and intelligence which was the 
Spirit within each of them. 
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Within each of us is the same Christ Spirit. It is the 
same not only of all Wisdom, but of all Love, Happiness, 
Prosperity, and Life itself. We are the children of the 
Most High and his kingdom is within our own souls. When 
we realize this fully we will no longer wonder at the ex- 
hilaration of the disciples. 


Lesson 3, JANUARY 16 
PETER’S SERMON AT PENTECOST—Acts 2:14-36. 


GoLpEN TEXT—Whosoever shall call on the name 
of the Lord shall be saved.—Acts 2:21. 

When Peter told the men of Israel that the man Jesus 
whom they had crucified had been sent of the Lord and was 
the Christ, they were fearful and asked, ““What shall we 
do>’”” The answer was, ““Repent.’”” That message which 
Peter gave to the Israelites was not only for them, but for 
all. If life is going wrong, if we lack any good thing, it is 
because we are not believing in the Christ within. We 
should repent. That means we should change our minds. 
We should learn about the Spirit within. We should “be 
still’’ and let It teach us how to live. If we repent in this 
way, we shall be saved. That is, we shall be saved from 
the mistake of believing in a lack of God or his life, health 
or prosperity. We will be saved from bondage because our 


minds will be filled with thoughts that make us free. 


Lesson 4, JANUARY 23 
THE SPIRIT OF LIFE—Rom. 8:12-30. 


GOLDEN TEXT—As many as are led by the Spirit of 
God, they are the sons of God.—Rom. 8:14. 


We are the children and heirs of God, but our sonship 
does us no good if we do not accept it. If we do not allow 
the Spirit to lead us we cannot receive the good which is 
~ ours. It is there, but we are unable to see or take it. It is 
as though an apple were on the table behind you and you 
would neither turn around to look at it nor put out your 
hand to take it. Whose fault would it be that you did not 
take it? The way to get our good things is to acknowledge 
and claim them as ours. If we declare firmly, “All good is 
ours through the power of the Christ within,” and never let 
a doubt enter our minds, we will get good and only good. 
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Then we will realize that we are truly heirs and sons of 


God. 


Lesson 5, JANUARY 30 
THE LAME MAN LEAPING—Acts 3:1-12. 


GoLDEN TEXxT—Peter said, Silver and gold have ] 
none; but such as I have give I thee. In the name of Jesus 
Christ of Nazareth rise up and walk.—Acts 3:6. 

When the lame man asked Peter and John for alms, 
they had neither gold nor silver, but they had something 
better. They had within them the healing power of God. 
They knew that the beggar was a son of God and therefore 
perfect. They knew that a perfect body was part of his 
inheritance and claimed it for him in the name of Jesus 
Christ. He arose and walked, leaping and praising God. 
Peter means faith, and John love. With the love and faith 
of God within us, we can do all things. Silver and gold 
have no power compared to faith and love. Within our- 
selves we have a poise of Spirit more powerful than any 
outer thing. We should use it every day, that our lives may 
be harmonious and happy: 


Lesson 6, FEBRUARY 6 
THE BOLDNESS OF PETER—Acts 4:1-13. 

GOLDEN TExT—Watch ve, stand fast in the faith, 
quit you like men, be strong.—I Cor. 16:13 

We read in the last lesson how Peter and John cured 
the lame man. Now the rulers of the people, the high 
priest, were jealous of any display of power by others. 
Peter and John were called before them. 

In those days when people performed marvels they 
always did it in the name of some patriarch. Therefore, 
Peter and John were asked in whose name they healed the 
lame man. They answered, “In the name of Jesus Christ.” 
There is only One Presence and One Power, God, and his 
Christ Spirit within. When we are living according to its 
Laws there is nothing to fear. No court is so powerful as 
the Holy Spirit. No shadow is so great in our lives but the 
spirit of love and faith cannot dispel it. When we allow 
only true thoughts in our mind and do all things in the name 
of the Christ-within, we can be bold like Peter and John. 


Nothing can harm us. 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 


“Waffles” says (Waffles, you 
know, is our black dog with a white 
shirt), well, he says that he just loves 
winter. It’s no wonder either, for he 
has the nicest long black and white fur 
that ever was. He looks so pretty with 
the snow for a background and he 
knows it, for he sits with his head on one 
sid and his ears pricked up in the most 
self-conscious way. I wonder if . you 
would like to hear how he got his 
queer name. It was this way. A long time ago when we 
first got him we took a vacation in the country. We love 
to go to the country and camp. We have some dandy times. 
Maybe some day I'll tell you about them. Waffles has 
been on many trips with us, but this one I am telling about 
was his first experience. He was a puppy then, and how he 
did enjoy it all! The long country road where he could 
run as far as he liked, not like the back yard at home where 
if one ran too fast he was likely to bring up with a bump 
against the barn before he could stop. But even the delights 
of the road, stretching away in front, were as nothing com- 
pared to the lure of the bypaths. How exciting to dash 
through the shrubbery and undergrowth at the sound of a 
snapping twig and have one’s nose inform one that a rabbit 
had been there a moment since! How pleasant to splash 
for a while in the cool little creek by the side of the road, 
then to stop at night and lie on the soft grass under the 
wagon, watching the campfire and smelling the delicious 
odor of supper being prepared! This is freedom, this is 
living, for folks as well as dogs. Always we sleep soundly 
and awake to the chorus of bird songs. Then over the 
morning fire we fry pancakes. On this particular morning 
in question, the man of the party was attempting the difficult 
feat of flipping “‘slapjacks.’” You have seen it done per- 
haps. When the cake is brown on one side the cook, with 
a deft little jerk, sends it flying into the air and it comes 
down, lighting on its other side in the pan. For the most 
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part the man did very well, but once when the cake came 
down, the pan not happening to be underneath it, it fell on 


_the ground. The dog, who had been watching, approached 


and after gingerly smelling it several times carried it away 
under the wagon and ate it. As he seemed to like it, we 
gave him another and when that disappeared, another. He 
seemed never to have enough. Thereafter, we chose a 
larger pan in which to make the batter. Up to that time the 
dog had no name, answering to “Pup” or “Here you.” 
At a family council it was decided he should have a name 
and the man suggested “‘Pancakes,”’ declaring he must sub- 
sist chiefly on that article of food. I argued that a dog 
with such a beautiful plume of a tail arched over his back 
and wafted to and fro so gracefully, should have a more 
artistic name. ‘“Well,”’ decided the man, “‘if it can’t be 
‘Pancakes’ on account of a wafting tail, then let it be 


“Waffles, ’’ and Waffles it was and is to this day. 


THOUGHTS FOR THE WEEK 
- Lucy C. KELLERHOUSE 


““Whatsoever things are true, whatsoever things are honorable, 
whatsoever things are just, whatsoever things are pure, whatsoever 
things are lovely, think on these things.” 


Sunday, Serene day, Wednesday for Wisdom, 
And all the glad week, My praise shall not cease; 
My soul in the silence Her ways are so pleasant, 
The Spirit will seek. Her paths are all peace. 
Monday for Mercy, Thursday for Trusting, 
Monday for Might: I trust in his care; 
May I be armored The love of the Father 
And battle for right. I feel everywhere. 


Tuesday, how bright is Friday for Freedom 
The thought for the day, And victory; 
That Truth in her beauty For faith overcometh, 
Illumines my way. And faith makes me free. 
Saturday—Strength day: 
I am strong in the Lord; 
His might is my power, 
His word is my sword. 
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THE NEW YEAR 


NeELL KEIGHTLEY 


Far into the land of sunset, 
Bright with evening’s crimson glow; 
Softly steals an old man weary, 
"Cross the hill with footsteps slow. 
Nineteen-Fifteen, we-all call him, 
And his labors now are done; 
Sweetly comes his even’g song of 
Trusts fulfilled and conquests won; 
Good seeds planted for a harvest 
Which a hundred fold will bear; 
Skies bright with the bow of promise, 
Peace, in which a world shall share. 
So, goodbye, old Nineteen-Fifteen, 
We would fain bid you delay; 
But upon the Eastern hilltops 
Dawns another glorious day. 
On the golden wings of morning 
Nineteen-Sixteen beckons fair, 
Onward! Upward! I/n the desert, 
Highwavs for our Lord prepare. 


Dear Reaper: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 
page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 


want to visit you every month, for I have many good things in 


store for you, but of course I cannot come if you do not send my 
traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 

Yours in Love and Truth. 


WEE WISDOM, 917 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 
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